


If our government had deliberately set out to destory us it could have 
succeeded no better. 

Of course, we realize that the great military genius collected in the 



Pentagon has been gathered because of its operational, tactical, strategic and 



perhaps political aeumen. It^as, so to speak, bigger fish to fry. But in so. 



doing, it sure has crisped two little fish, my wife and me. 



Until early 1964, we operated 8 small but famous poultry farm in the 



foothills of the Appalachians about 30 miles north of the White House. 



We had won all sorts of prizes and' recognitions, including first prize for the 



whble country for raising, cooking and barbecuing chickens. We were sought 



out by, a number of foreign governments because of our skills and knowledge in 



and 

our field, and have been used as consultants both Bpd e r s O -^ State,. County 






Itry Officials, 



by drug houses and large commercial poultry establishments. 



Se had an unequalled reputation for quality and had developed our own original 



techniques for achieving this rare quality. It may well be that ours was the most 



famous small farm in the world. 



But beginning in 1956, we were plagued by low-flying flights of government 



helicopters, in ever increasing frequency, in violation of both law and regulation. 
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We tried everything we could think of to stop them* and nothing, not even the 
intervention of top Defense Department psErsa officials, could halt the hot- 
rodding of these 'copter jockeys. *t is a completely incredible experience that 
is impossible to really compreh©nd even after seven and 8 hslf years of the most 
horrible and torturing kind of frustrations in trying to live and cope with it. 
Canute ordering the sea was as effective ss the Secretary of Defense with his 




pilots. The decision of a Federal Court in our favor, establishing a president 
that in the first ensuing case cost the government #5,000,000.00, was but a scrap 
of paper. The innocent involvement of foreign heads of State while guests of 

our Government couldn't have interested the Stste Department less. If the White 
House was at all concerned about our financial, mental and physical ruin in thieh 

y. 

the First Family unknowingly .participated, nothing they did reflected it. I was 
like a hog-tied David before Goliath. Life became a 24-hour -version of Poe's 
classic, in which we lived in a pit with a gradusljj^but relentlessly lowering 
pendulum. Buring all this time we were not able to raise a single flock of 
laying chickens not ruined by military aviation, and virtually none of our 
famous meat chickens were unaffected. Imminent financial doom was overshadowed 
by the clear and great danger to our health. The most serious threat was to my 




wife. Among other things, she suffers from scute glaucoma, and her specialist 



S/HO ' 



her blindness 






For all this time I have remained mute, fearing the damage that could be done 



our government if the complete irresponsibility of its pilots and their consummate 



indifference to the rights in individuals became known. Even when the well-indended 



' ■ ipu blicly^ 

officials of the Pentagon proved powerless, I^iwasYsilBBt . During these years there 



were the bitter Russian charges about American transgressions of their air snace 



In some cases, such ss the crash at Ysn, theycha d z ggy dggdvtPiTc feB'E^tw and Gary 



Jfhe had the aerial corpi delecti. 

Power’s U-S flight, they he i u" ' TB!i '* "duad tsi a t i ght r» But in others, such the the 



Artie RB-47 for one, in which Ambassador Lodge had so forcefully committed the 



integriaty of our nation, the United States steadfastly maintained its innocence, 



I didn’t want to be the one 'e&io authenticated Mr. Khrusehev’s accusations. 



I didn’t want to be the one who proved how arrogant, indifferent and careless 

lack 

our pilots are, and how their l&cate - of concern with their legal and moral obligations 



comes from the top. I didn't want to show the world that wrong-doing is a way, of 
1 military l 

life with our Jfe viators, and that it is never followed by punishment. I didn’t want 



to be the one let everyone know that complaints about violations of personal and 
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property rights by military pilots are not followed by promised courts-martial. 



but are pade the 



occasion for farther persecutions of the innocent. 



. Severs! years a go.^ *^ 

1 ramt in »d when a major newspaper wanted to expose the whole ns sty 



mess. I 



refused to 



t8lk for publication. Sven when offered what for us 



an important 

under these circumstances was a vast sum to write the story for XadufcMMMJ 



magazine, I declined, instead, I tried to call to the attention of the Defense De- 



partment the inherent public-relations hazard especially in the comtest of inter- 
national eventj^ and ever sought the good offices of a news correspondent who 



I thought might know the Assistant Secretary if or public relations, 



Recently, two separate sequences of events have led me to conclude that 



rather than helping my country Inpas hurting it by preventing publication of 



this incredible history. Perhaps in no other way can we help prevent the similar 



8buse of other people. And perhaps the whole country should know the astounding 



irresponsibility of which some of our military aviation is csp^Jjple, 



In the recent past two of our expens iver jet airplanes have been shot down 



over last Germany. Eaeh was equipped with the most modern eonnunicstion and 



navigational equipment modern science has to offer. For all the Russians, the 



East Germans, or anyone else on the ground or in the air knew, they could have 
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carried nuclear weapons. Not only did their "fail safe" mechanisms all fail, hut, 
according to the official Tension released by our government, even normal communi- 
cations also failed .Everything went blooey at the same time. If this is the 
degree of dependability we can expect of those elaborate processes that are 
supposed to protect the world against nuclear incineration by accident, then 

abrtjf&S — — 

we and our friendsflsEould also know \*at we can £spMi» expect from the humans 
involved. Our potential adversaries already know. Too. much is at stake for esch 
and all of us. There might be a way of excusing the fa liability of mechanical and 
electronic devices, even though such failure should be completely impossible when 

the entire apt world deponds upon their proper functioning. But I can find no way 
of explaining away the human attitude which has become so acutely and painfully 
clear to us. 



On a more personal level, the incomprehensible deceit and dishonesty of the 
military legsl representatives, makes clear they will do and are capable of 
whatever is necessary to preclude an amicable Settlement for the damages done 

A 

us. They have led us down the primrose path as I never conceived any representatives 
of a government such as our would even think of doing. The climaxing indignity came 
on the afternoon of March 10 in Room 1A119 of the Pentagon when I learned that 



even their written word is as valueless as their spoken words. At this meeting 
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Colonel P8ul Leahy, chief of the Claims Division of the Judge-Advocates Depart- 
ment of the United States Army actually alleged that at least in part I was 
"negligent"! This was like telling me it was aLl my fault because. I livftdj 

If this is wh8t one can expeet from the top man, what can be expected of his 
buresucsatic inferiors, those who have to answer to him, those he dismissed as 
mere "errand boys”? T^is is the point we reaxhed *en we started with the 
Secretary of Defense, after the general counsel's office of the Defense Department 
tried to look out for our interests, after the White £L 0 use apologized to us, after 

"crHS.'S-tnlL 

the Assistant Secretary of the Army told us we had been subjected to 

n 

abuse and he was determined to stop it, above all after the military establishment 
knew the- great hazard to our health, especially the possibility that a single 
flight could trigger the mechanism that would cause my wife's blindness. Chat, 
fehefo can more less articulate citizens hope for, what are the prospects 

of those more timid when subject to what it is no exaggeration to describe as 
’’ nmrtowwai'mn’b fro abuse." 

fhis, then, is the account of how the mightiest government in the history of 
the world by design or default set out to destroy two innocent people, unimportant 
if sny people in a democratic sustem are unimportant, whose sole crime# was that 



lv\ ; 




7 



It all began on Civil Defense Day in 1956. Preparing for a potential 

nuclear devastation of Washington, government big-shots were evacuated to 

secret points by various means, including helicopters. At the very moment of 

the beginning of tfe^exercise I was approaching Lafayette Square in Washington. 

and 

With the White House before me/ the eerie wail of the sirens drowning out all 

other sounds, T . , , 

1 went about my business, I never dreamed that the beginning 

of that exercise marked the beginning of the end & of everything we wife and I 

had struggled so hard for. it wasn’t until I got home that night and learned of 

the flood nftnr fli»»* of military helicopters that had poured over our small farm 

*/ 

and had seen what happened to our flocks thst I knew Civil Dgfguse" meant the exact 
opposite to us. The documents are on filed in Federal Court, but my present recollection 



is that with laying chickens alone we lost the production of 454 hens. 



I wasn't home uiien it happened. I hadn't seen it, so I couldn't prove it. 






absorbed our losses and plodded ahead with our plans for expansion. "Plodding" 



is not s figure of speach. My day began at three a. m. and ended when exhaustion put. 
me in bed. The work week was seven days. We had an unfinished house in which we were 



living, we were building our plant, and at the same time were producing and selling 
poultry and eggs. We are transplanted city people, although my wife was raised in 
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Hysttstown, the small town in which our farm is^Eor peace and oui*fc, for its 



fow a t beautiful view and its excellent 4> characteristics £se a poultry farm 



bought 14 abandoned acres so completely overgrown that much of it defied a scythe. 



I cleared the land as our pioneer predicessors did, with no facilities they didn’t 



have except a flame thrower, fthe undergrowth was so dense that i had to burn out 

an d axe ^ 

the fine|rt before scythe /Sould attack the large®* growth. As a city man 



most- of whose previous adult life had been spent behind a desk, I exulted in it. 

Every impenetrable square foot I salvaged was a glory, every tree whose roots x grubbed 



out a fresh achievement, every log I set aside for the sawmill solidified my dream 



that much more. In Pope’s melifuous words, descriptive of a different enjoyment, I 
"found the fierce pleasure to hasty to say stay”, and my "soul in a tempest just 



flying away." Only those who have blistered and toughened their hand, leathered their 



sinew and dsy after exhausting day have bent their back^to such gruelling 



; omm os 



fully appreciate the sense of achievement, the great gratification that such toil 



yttlis/ 

ildar she 



when there is a forseeable goal. 



Nothing daunted us. We' gave up everything we could forego. We didn’t get a. 



T^set until the last half of the 1950s, and that one was given us by a friend who 
v 



had a newer one and thought we might enjoys it at night. Weather didn't stop me, 
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I set the ceiling joists on the first section of our hen house when it .was so 
cola I had to use a maul and wedged to separate the boards that froze to each 



other 



m the stack. Every one of those hard oak joists was sm squared and 



every plank 



. ^ (fitted* 

in the floor they supported I 



r§a^(when they were frozen solid./£ here were days 



when I was on crutches, my hack with its permanent injury laced in a brace to 



support 



me. I worked every one of them with a passionate lust and consummate satisfaction 

I would never have comprehended as a city man. M y wife returned to her city work,' 

not 

arnsing 5 o’clock every morning and never getting home before 7, sometimes until 
after midnight, and on several occasions, 17 or 18 hours after she had arrisen, had 



to fight her way the last mile or two afoot__through snow storms severe enough 

to block the roads and halt the busses. 



This is not intended as self-glorification. We were building a new life, and 
each of us, having both lost our fathers when we were young, knew that nothing 
worthwhile came easy. We expected to sacrifice and labor for what we wanted and to us 
this was as necessary and inevitable as the day following the night. vfaile the most 
difficult, these were the best years of our lives, for they yielded a fruit that 
truly our own. To me they were the happiest and most pleasureable. 

Philosophically, we were prepared for the losses following these first 



was 




10 






helicopters. Financially they were a blow^/hey impeded the building 



of our business. 



But theaw 



iiinijji wiiiu lilt# Lather tree with deeper roots that had to be 

WE Uepr oh quiuwl, j 



Ut<4 



Theyjjfonly 



slowed us down ./That same year my wife 



earned the. title of "National G hi cken Cooking 



Champion" and we won first and third 



prizes in the only national dressed«poultry 



competition ever held, We were 



on our way, and it was a warm, comforting feeling to 



get national recognition under such handicaps and with such a short peri 



period of time 



our new field. We finished our first hen house, raised pullets to fill it. 



and look- 



ed forward to the completion of our home, which would get us out of tbe cellar, and 



to the . construction of additional buildings for our growing business. '3 



7e even placed 



orders for mechanical equipment that would reduce the work in caring for the 
and decided the newt hen house would be a prepackaged job, automated and to t 



flocks 



be oflRr 



contracted for under terms that would free me to devote myself to 



production and 



marketing. 



Theft came Civil Befense Day 1957. It dawned a day that to 



me was like other 



days. My wife caught her bus and went to her Washington job and I busied 



myself with 



the many things that filled my day when I was home. I wasiorking in the house when 

t^li Fud I 

the first wave ^poured over us, unexpectedly and startlingly. When I heard the 
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loud cacaphony of the chickens without even leaving the house I decided that 
instead of trying to quiet them I’d better try aid divert the helicopters. 

M. 

Franticly I phoned the State Police. They knew nothing about it and didn’t 

know whst they could do. I tried the County Police, with the same result. I called 

the County Civil Defense Director, who was, as I should have been able to anticipate 

had I been capable of logical thought, quite busy. His secretary to stay 

at the phone, promising he’d return the call the minute he was free. Some time 

W a desire t o run > 

later, I agCTTiutt torn bet ween ' ' ifawafiyfr down to the chickens to see if there was' 

anything I could do for them and the fear that if I did I'd miss his call, he did 
phone. After listening to my complaint he said he wss powerless and urged me to 
contact National Civil Defense Headquarters. That^place wss almost as much of a 
madhouse as mine, but finally I got thekone who was supposed to be the right man. 
According to him, there was nothing National Civil Defense could do, either. His 
remedy wss for me to caLl the Pentagon. WX th the thousands of potential wrong 
numbers confronting me there and with Bacusxafissx flight after flight of the noisy 
devils already having flown over, I gave up. 

I suppose most of the many people I spoke to that day must have concluded 

& 

a refugee from the insane sssylum was on the onipaeito end of their phone lines. 

I was hysterical enough for such a conclusion to be justified. 
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And what happened here was enough to justify my hysteria. Those poor chickens just 



went crazy. T h is was something they just couldn’t contend with. Perhaps it will make 



more sense of I tray and explain the mechanism. 



According to prevalent theory, all chickens sre descended from the wild 
jungle fowl of southeast Asia. Chickens are one of those forms of life not endowed 

by nature with natural defenses against ifr^natural predator^, i^-cannot fly or run 

ih**y ft HP** 

e^pugh to escape, iiw beaks and £ toenails are too weak to inflict miifh hsr-rl 



/ ft HP** 

beakJ and & toenails are too weak to inflict much hard—*®^^ 



rT* l Wllt J 

phe adult males develop strong spurs! which they ean 

V Pnf-/ 



ean kill each other 



there are few predators they can deter .-y^gJQEjg In 






long period of development into the 'specialized chickens today used for the production 

\ 

and eggs and meat, domestication and perfection for agricultural use have further 

weakened iffefself-ffefense capacities. The on^phing a chicken can do to protect itself 

is to take off and hope that it is the one that survive s^^he— pMME83: In the presence 
tW -fh/Js rl.JUKt J 



is vo vaxe on ana nope mat it is the one that survive s^^he— pMME83: In the presence 

jW A . duishwj 

of 8 threSt, precisely what thrf^do, aid they do it so fast it is usually 

jh( l ■* -(*£ ✓ 

impossible to find the first one so motivated. TJja^also have a number of distress 

alarm. 

calls, each representing a different degree of Mm§tSy^t-^ieait Like the rest of a 
chicken’s conversational ability, this one is genetic. The ability to make the 



sounds and the capacity to understand them smdr in each chicken when it canes into 
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the world. Their cry of greatest distress, which I have called "nature’ s built in 
panic button", causes the greatest panic. When they hear it, all the chickens nSdly 
fly up and at whatever they happens to be pointing toward at the split-second of 
impulse. Regardless of how previously docile and whether or not hey have ever heard 
this warning before, instantaneously and wildly they fly into whatever is straight 



before them, without thought of personal injury or anything else. Nothing counts 



except getting away. They wfr fc l fly into each other, into windos, doors, W8lj£ 



partitions, people, equipment- anything. If confined they usually wind up in corners. 



where there is an insane, relentless struggle to get farther into the eorner and 



i mt( 



on the bottom of the pile. This melee amounts to instinctive self-destruction in a 



large poultry operation, it is a harrowing, heart-rending sight, and for quite a 

' 'fkrW 'JW ^(Cftj-ft! <?l 

loArink i-PYi ** <A * A •fh/cir*' > Wi t^jc- -H CAftft'f •— '7hc.Jc.tnt-ffA.fij tf -c- 

"wh11~ it 1° Irt^rmlmhi" 'I r n p^TTt T'Jiii n !> ■ thrm rut ?*• fhr — rrrrn 4 Ti~y d i trfrh 

A*- r***' (Mt } ) - 

into another. or hysterically coasp baek[ strongly sugge sting the never-ending waves 

Ql( ^ 'fhu ts eec<r^bHu*pfU-*' tk JtU i tj fpy/fj 

4<Vi lb fa*li £4$ tk L pnrhvUrft *tut. i* fin* fne 

of the sea-rTnose not smo thered 3HB*>or crushed by the time the panic subsides are 

fUfcWmrrH 'r-r 



frequently injured, sometimes severely. Survivors may be unmarketable. 



To chickens and other fowl, the helicopter is a hawk, and it mates no difference 



whether or not they have ever seen a hawk. The know a hawK: by these (i 

h>-f< entity' \ 



[Thi*, -fo h/-i<c-d>jtr 

ytmiy tvpwjtl Jv a n wfc, 




genetic Inheritances. And this 



A number of prominent poultry 



experts have recently come to this conclusion and believe the chicken cannot and 
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e t e nj / v 

t^rly - ttec yan y the Amy accepted this feet, 

and paid §80,000.00 to South Carolina poultrymen whose chickens, when' 'frightened 



by helicopters during Operation Swift Strike 111, didn’t lsy over 

1,800,000 eggs tha^KTOuld have been laid. The farmers’ experts, Clemson University, 

said the same thingl the whi^rbirds are hawks to the chickens. 
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As the torrent of helicopters dwindled to a trickle I began tor recompose 
myself. A neighbor who' helped me from time to time came' over to see how' much: 



damage had been done, just in time to see the noisiest of them all, an H-21 
bouble-rotor eqip equipped "flying banana" roar over our home as directly over- 
head as i€ it had been a beacon. 

Still shaken by the experience, I followed the advise of the Civil 

Defense authorities end wrote the Secretary of Defense. "Engine Charlie" Wilson 

was very fond of our fancy meat chickens, as his hostesses had told me, and I 

} 

alluded to this in my letter. 

llhat happened to that letter should have alerted me to what I might 
expect from the Department of Defense. I suppose I'm either naive or expected 
my government to be responsible and dependable, while I dont suppose I expectea 
the genius from General Motors to be personally burdened by my complaint, I did 
have faith that it would come to the attention of someone in his office. It didn’t. 
It just got lost I I couldn’t conceive of such s possibility, but my insurance 
a sent was certain of it. At his insistence, I phoned Secretary ./i Ison’s office 



and reported the lack of response. Soon they r-sponoed confirming, the loss of 
the letter. Then they informed me of its recovery end proper referral. Later 



I got sn apology 



oublic-in forme tion of ice of the military 
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<* •>* t 

^ f 

Lt. Col . N icholas, (Quote) 

District of Dashington.fi was not satisfied with a mere apology ana demanded'' 



he make s personal insvection and investigation, even though most of the 
evidence of the damage had long since disappeared. At my insistence, he did 



con© to our fsrm, accompanied by an expert from the Agricultural Research 
Service st Beltsville, i.Id., and 8n j.ir Force Colonel. They could still see 
enough to know -fie had been daireged severely. The next morning Colonel Nicholas 
phoned me to assure me it wouldn’t happen again and told me to how to locate 



the Claims Officer who would help me get restitution. 



Probably most , other people would not have believed it possible that 



the Government would just go ahead and try as best it could to undo the ham it 



had done, but i did. To me that is the least a citizen should be able to expect 



from his government. I expected it, but I didn’t get it. 

The very proper Claims Officer, a Mr. Starnes, soon told me they had 



done me more damage than they could settle for administratively and I’d have to 



sue them. It was years before I found out that Claims Officer or not, he just 
didn’t know the Is?; (or didn’t want the work and responsibility). But dutifully 



lawyer, nnd it was here that my education about lawyers began. 



I went to see my 




